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"the noblest and most generous sentiment of the " human breast ? OI that the false heart of the dear " deceiver, whose perfidious vows betrayed mine, had " been but as pure I The traitor was quartered, with " his troop of dragoons, in the town where I lived. "His person was a happy compound of the manly "strength of a hero, and all the softer graces of a " lover; and I thought that I discovered in him, at " first sight, all the courage and all the tenderness of "Oroondatea. My figure, which was not bad, it "seems, pleased him as much. He sought and ob-"tained my acquaintance. Soon by his eyes, and " soon after by his words, he declared his passion to "me. My blushes, my confusion, and my silence, "too plainly spoke mine. Good gods I how tender " were his words I how languishingly soft his eyes I " with what ardour did he press my hand; a trifling "liberty, which one cannot decently refuse, and for " which refusal there is no precedent I Sometimes he "addressed me in the moving words of Varanes, "sometimes in the tender accents of Castalio, and " sometimes in the warmer language of Juba, for he "was a very good scholar. In short, sir, a month " was not past, before he pressed for what he called "a proof of my passion. I trembled at the very "thought, and reproached him with the indelicacy " of it. He persisted; and I, in compliance with " custom only, hinted previous marriage: he urged " love, and I was not vulgar enough to refuse to the " man I tenderly loved the proof he required of my " passion. I yielded, it is true, but it was to senti-" ment, not to desire. A few months gave me reason " to suspect that his passion was not quite so pure: